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SCENE, 

A HALL in Mr. GOODWILL’* Houfe. 

Goodwill folut. 

i £ L L ! it is to me fiirprifing, that 
out of the Multitudes who feel a 
Pleafure in getting an Eftate, fe w or 
none fhou’d tafte a Satisfaction in be- 
llowing it. Doubdefs, a good Man 
mull have vail Delight in rewarding 
Merit, nor will I believe it fo diffi- 
cult to be found. I am at prefent, I thank Heaven, and 
my own Indulby, worth a good 10000/. and an only 
Daughter j both which I have determin’d to give to the 

moft 
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tnoft worthy of my poor Relations. The Tranfport I * 
feel from the Hope of making fome honeft Man happy, 
makes me amends for the many weary Days and fleeplelil 
Nights my Riches have coft me. I have fent to fummon 
’em. The Girl I have bred up under my own Eye ; fhe 
has feen nothing, knows nothing, and has confequently no 
Will but mine. I have no Reafon to doubt her Confent 

to whatever Choice I lhall make. How happily muft 

my Old Age Aide away, between the AfFeftion of an in- 
nocent and dutiful Child, and the grateful Return I may 
expedt from a fo much obliged Son-in-law ! I am certain- 
ly the happieft Man on Earth. Here fhe comes. 

. Enter Lucy. 

'<• V 

Lucy. Did you fend for me. Papa ? 

Good. Yes, come hither. Child. I have fent for you 
to mention an Affair to you, which you, I believe, have 
not yet thought of. 

Lucy. I hope it is not to fend me to a Boarding-School, 
Papa, * • • 

Good. I hope my Indulgence to you has been fuch, that 
you have Reafon to regard me as the belt of Fathers. I 
am fure I have never deny’d you any thing, but for your . 
own Good : Indeed I have confulted nothing elfe. It is 
that for which I have been toiling thefe many Years ; for 
which I have deny’d myfelf every Comfort in Life ; . 
and from which I have, from renting a Farm of 500 a 
Year, amafied the Sum of 10000/. 

Lucy. I am afraid you are angry with me. Papa. 

Good. Be not frighten’d, my dear Child, you have done 
nothing to offend me. But anfwer me one Queftion — 
What does my little Dear think of a Husband ? 

Lucy. A Husband, Papa ! Ola ! 


0 


Good . 


An Old Man taught Wtfdom . j 

Good . Come, it is a Queftion a Girl in her Sixteenth N ' v ^' / 
Year may anfwer. Shou’d you like to have a Husband, 

Lucy ? 

Lucy. And am I to have a Coach ? 

Good. No, no : What has that to do with a Husband ? 

Lucy. Why you know. Papa, Sir John Wealthy's 
Daughter was Carry’d away in a Coach by her Husband j 
and I have been told by feveral of our Neighbours, that 
I was to have a Coach when I was marry’d. Indeed, I 
have dreamt of it a hundred times. I never dreamt of 
a Husband in my whole Life, that I did not dream of 
a Coach. I have rid about in one all Night in my Sleep, 
and methought it was the purefl: thing ! 

Good. Lock up a Girl as you will, I find, you cannot 
keep her from evil Counfellors. \_Afide.~] I tell you. Child, 
you muft have no Coach with a Husband. 

Lucy. Then let me have a Coach without a Husband. 

Good. What, had you rather have a Coach than a Hus- 
band ? 

Lucy. Hum — - I don’t know that But, if 

you’ll get me a Coach, let me alone. I’ll warrant I’ll get 
me a Husband. 
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Do you. Papa , but find a Coach , 

And leave the other to me. Sir ; 

For that will make the Lover approach. 
And I warrant we Jhan't difagree. Sin 
No Sparks will talk 
To Girls that walk, 

I've heard it, and I confide in't : 

Do you then fix 
My Coach and Six, 

I warrant I get one to ride in't, to ride in't, 
I warrant, &c. 


Good. The Girl is out of her W its, fure. Huffy ! who 
put thefe Thoughts into your Head ? You fhall have a 
good fober Husband, that will teach you better things. 

Lucy. Ay, but I won’t tho\ if I can help it ; for Mils 
Jenny Flant-it fays, a fober Husband is die worft fort of 
Husband in die World. 


Good. 
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Good. I have a mind to found the Girl’s Inclinations. 
Come hither, Lucy ; tell me now, of all the Men you 
ever law, whom Ihou’d you like bell for a Husband ? 

Lucy. O fy. Papa, I mull not tell. 

Good. Yes, you may your Father. 

Lucy. No, Mifs Jenny fays I mull not tell my Mind 
to any Man whatever. She never tells a Word of Truth 
to her Father. 

Good. Mifs Jenny is a wicked Girl, and you mull not 
regard her. Come, tell me the Truth, or I fhall be angry. 

Lucy. Why then, of all the Men I ever faw in my 
whole Life-time, I like Mr. Thomas, my Lord Bounce’s 
Footman the bell, a hundred thoufand times. 

Good. Oh, fy upon you ! like a Footman ? 

Lucy. A Footman! he looks, a thoufand times more 
like a Gentleman than either Squire Fcxchafe or Squire 
Tankard, and talks more like one, ay, and fmclls more 
like one too. His Head is fo prettily droll, done all 
down upon the Top with Sugar, like a frolled Cake, 
with three little Curls of each fide, that you may fee his 
Ears as plain! and then, his Hair is done up behind juft 
like a fine Lady’s, with a little little Hat, and a Pair of 
charming white Stockins, as neat and as fine as any white- 
legg’d Fowl •, and he always carries a great lwinging Stick 
in his Hand, as big as himfelf, that he wou’d knock any 
Dog down with, who was to offer to bite me. A Foot- 
man indeed ! why Mifs Jenny likes him as well as 1 do, 
and Ihe fays, all the fine young Gentlemen that the La- 
dies in London are fo fond of, are juft fuch Perfons as he 

is. lead, I Ihou'd have had him before now, but 

that Folks told me I Ihou’d have a Man with a Coach, 
and that methinks 1 had rather have, a great deal, 


n An Old Man taught IVtfdom . 

Good. I am amaz’d ! But I abhor the mercenary Tem- 
per in the Girl, worfe than all. — What, Child, wou’d 
you have ,any one with a Coach ? Wou’d you have 
Mr. Achum ? 

Lucy. Yes indeed, wou’d I, for a Coach. 

Good. Why, he is a Cripple, and can fcarce walk a- 
crols the Room. 

Lucy. What fignifies that ? 
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When he in a Coach can be carry* d , 
What need has a Man to go ? 

■ That Women for Coaches are marry' d r 
Pm not fucb a Child but I know. 
But if the poor crippled Elf 
In Coach be not able to roam , 

Why then I can go by myfelf 
And be may e'en flay at home. 


Enter Blitter. 

Bliji. Mr. Goodwill , your humble Servant. I have rid 
twelve long Miles in little more than an Hour. I am glad 

to fee you fo well j l was afraid by your Meflage 

Coed. 
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Good. That I had wanted your Advice, I fuppofe ; but 
truly, Coz, I fent for you on a better Account. • 

Lucy , this is a Relation of yours, you have not feen a 
great while, my Coufin Blifter , the Apothecary. 

Lucy. O la! I hope that great huge Man is not to be 
my Husband. 

Blift. My Coufin is well grown, and looks healthy. 
What Apothecary do you employ ? He deals in good 
Drugs, I warrant him. 

Good. Plain wholelbme Food and Exercife are what fhe 
deals in. 

Blift. Plain wholefome Food is very proper at fbme 
time of the Year, with gentle Phyfick between whiles. 

Good. Leave us a little, my dear Lucy , I muft talk with 
your Coufin. 

Lucy . Yes, Papa, with all my Heart ■ I hope I 
fhall never fee that great Thing again. [Exit. 

Good. I believe you begin to wonder at my Mefiage, 
and will perhaps more, when you know the Occafion of 
it. In fhort, without more Preface, I begin to find my- 
felf going out of the World, and my Daughter very ea- 
ger to come into it. I have therefore refolv’d to fee her 
fettled without farther Delay. I am far from thinking vaft 
Wealth necefifary to Happinefs : Wherefore, as I can give 
her a fufficient Competency, I have determined to marry 
her to one of my own Relations. It will pleafe me, that 
the Fruits of my Labour fhou’d not go out of the Fami- 
ly. I have fent to feveral of niy Kinfmen, of whom fhe 
fhall take her Choice ; and as you are the firft here, if you 
like my Propofal, you fhall make the firft Application. 

Blift. With all piy Heart, Coufin ; and I am very 
much oblig’d to you. Your Daughter fcems an agreea- 
ble young Woman, and 1 have no Averfion to Marriage. 
But pray, why do you think yourfelf going out of the 

World? 
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World? Proper Care might continue you in it a confi- 
derable while. Let me feel your Pulfe. 

Good. To oblige you ; tho* I am in very good Health. 

Blift. A little fererifh. I wou’d advife you to 

lofe a little Blood, and take an Emuifion, with a gentle 
Emerick and Cathartick. 

Good. No, no, I will fend my Daughter to you •, but 
pray keep your Phyfick to yourfelf, dear Coufm, [Exit. 

Blift- This Man is near Seventy, and, I have heard, 
never took any Phyfick in his Life, and yet he looks as 
well as if he had been under the Doctor’s Hands all his 
l ife-time. ’Tis ftrange-, but if I marry his Daughter, 
the fooner he dies, the better. It is an odd Whim of his 
to marry her in this manner ; but he is very rich, and fo, 

fo much the better. What a ftrange Dowdy ’tis ! 

No matter, her Fortune is never the worfe. 



In Women we Beauty or Wit may admire , 

Sing Trol, lerol. 

But fare as we have them, as furely they'll tire \ 

Qh bo, will they fo ? 

Abroad 
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Abroad for tbefe Dainties the Wife therefore roam , 

Sing Trol lerol. 

And frugally keep but a plain Dijh at home ; 

Oh ho , do they fo ? 


/AT 


Who marries a Beauty , mujl hate her when old ; 
Sing Trol lerol. 

But the older it grows , the more precious the Gold. 
Ob ho, is it fo ? 


Enter Lucy. 

Oh, here comes my Miftrefs : What a Pox (hall I fay to 
her ? I never made Love in my Life. 

Lucy. Papa has lent me hither ; but if it was not for 
fear of a Boarding-School, I am fure I wou’d not have 
come ; but they fay I (hall be whipt there, and a Hus- 
band can’t whip me, let me do what I will ; that’s one 
good thing. 

Blijl. Won’t you pleafe to fit down, Coufin ? 

Lucy. Yes, thank you, Sir. Since I mull Hay 

with you, I may as well fit down as not. \Aftde . 

Blijl. Pray, Coufin, how do you find yourfelf? 

Lucy. Find myfelf? 

Blijl. Yes, how do you do ? Let me feel your Pulfe. 
How do you deep o’ Nights ? 

Lucy. How ? why upon my Back, generally. 

Blijl. But I mean, do you deep without Interruption ? 
are you not reftlels ? 

Lucy. I tumble and tofs a good deal, fometiraes. 

Blijl. Hum ! Pray how long do you ufually deep ? 

Lucy. About ten or eleven Hours, 

Blijl. Is your Stomach good? Do you eat with an # 
Appetite ? How often do you find in a Day any Indinar- 
tion to eat ? 

Lucy, 
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Lucy. Why, a good many times ; but I don't eat a 
great deal, unlefs it be at Breakfaft, Dinner, and Supper, 
and Afternoon’s Nunchion. 

Blijl. Hum ! 1 find you have at prefent no abfolute need 
of an Apothecary. 

Lucy. I am glad to hear that, I wifh he was gone with 
all my Heart. 

Blijl. I ifuppofe, Coufin, your Father has mentioned to 
you the; Affair I am come upon; may I hope you will 
comply with him, in making me the happieft Man upon 
Earth ? 

Lucy. You need not ask me, you know I muft do what 
he bids me. 

Blijl. May I then hope you will make me your Hus- 
band? 

Lucy. I muft do what he’ll have me. 

Blijl. What makes you cry, Mifs ? Pray tell me what 
is the matter. 

Lucy. No, you will be angry with me, if I tell you. 

Blijl. I angry ! it is not in my Power, I can’t be angry 
with you ; 1 am to be afraid of your Anger, not you of 
mine ; I muft not be angry with you, whatever you do. 

Lucy. What, muft not you be angry, let me do what 
I will? 

Blijl. No, my Dear. 

Lucy. Why then, by Goles! I will tell you 1 hate 

you, and I can’t abide you. 

Blijl. What have I done to deferve your Hate ? 

Lucy. You have done nothing ; but you are fuch a great 
ugly thing, I can’t bear to look at you ; and if' my Papa was 
to lock me up for a Twelvemonth, I fhou’d hate you ftill. 

Blijl. Did you not tell me juft now, you wou’d make 
me your Husband ? 

Lucy. Yes, fo I will for all that. 


A I R 
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Ah , be not angry, good dear Sir, 
Nor do not tell Papa ; 

For tbo * I cart t abide you. Sir , 
Pll marry you ■ — , O la! — 


Blijl. Well, my Dear, if you can’t abide me, I can’d 
help that, nor you can’t help it 5 and if you will not tell 
your Father, I aflure you I will not j betides, my Dear, 
as for liking me, do not give yourfelf any Trouble about 
that, it is the very beft Reafon for marrying me ; no La- 
dy now marries any one but whom the hates j hating one 
another is the chief End of Matrimony. It is what moft 
Couples do before they are marry’d, and all after it. I 
fanfy you have not a right Notion of a marry’d Life. I 
fuppofe you imagine we are to be fond, and kHs, and hug 
one anothef as long as we live. 

Lucy. Why, an’t we ? 

Blijl. Ha, ha* ha ! an’t we! no ! How ignorant it is ! 
[ Aftde. ] Marrying is nothing but living in the fame 
Houfe together, and going by the fame Name ; while I 
am following my Bufinefs, you will be following your 
Pleafure •, fo that we fhall rarely meet but at Meals, and 
then we are to fit at oppofite Ends of the Table, and 
make Faces at each other. 
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Lucy. I lhall like that prodigioufly Ah, but there 

is one thing tho’ • an’t we to lie together ? 

Blijt. A Fortnight, no longer. 

Lucy. A Fortnight! that’s along time: but it will be 
over. 

Blift. Ay, and then you may have any one elfe. 

Lucy. May I ? then I’ll have Mr. Thomas, by Goles 1 
why this is pure, la ! they told me other Stories. I thought 
when I had been marry’d, I muft have never liked any 
one but my Husband, and that if I Ihou’d, he wou’d kill 
me •, but 1 thought one thing tho’ with mylelf, that I 
cou’d like another Man without letting him know it, and « 
then a Fig for him. 

Blift. Ay, ay, they tell Children ftrange Stories; I 
warrant they have told you, you muft be govern’d by 
your Husband. 

Lucy. My Papa tells me lb. 

Blift. But all the married Women in England will tell 
you another Story. 

Lucy. So they have already, for they lay I muft not be 
govern’d by a Husband ; and they lay another thing too, 
that you will tell me one Story before Marriage, and ano- 
ther afterwards, for that Marriage alters a Man prodi- 
gioufly. 

Blift. No, Child, I lliall be juft the fame Creature I 
am now, unlefs in one Circumftance ; I lhall have a huge 
Pair of Homs upon my Head. 

Lucy. Shall you ! that’s pure, ha, ha, what a comical 
Figure you will make! but how will you make ’em grow ? 

Blift. It is you that will make ’em grow. 

Lucy. Shall I ? by Goles ! then I’ll do’t as foon as efer 
I can ; for I long to fee ’em ! do, tell me how 1 lhall do it. 

Blift. Every other Man you kifs, I lhall have a Pair of 
Horns grow. 

Lucy. 


An Old Man taught IV'ifdom. 1 9 

Lucy. By Golcs, then, you fhall have Horns enough ; 
but I fanfy you are joaking now. 




AIR V. BUFF-COAT. 



Ah Sir ! I guefs 
Tou are a fibbing Creature. 

Blift.' Becaufe, dear Mi/s, 

Tou know not Human Nature. 

Lucy. Marry' d Men, I'll be fi worn , 

I have feen -without Horn. 

Blift. Ah Child! you -want Art to unlock it: 

1 The Secret here lies. 

Men now are fo wife. 

To carry their Horns in their Pocket. 

Lucy. But you fha.ll wear yours on your Head, for I 
(hall like ’em better than any other thing about you. 

Blift. Well then, Mifs, l may depend- upon you. 
Lucy. And may I depend upon you ? 

Blift. Yes, my Dear. 

Lucy. Ah, but don’t call me fo ; I hate you lhould 
call me fo. 

Blift. Oh Child, all marry’d People call one another 
Dear, let ’em hate one another as much as they will. 

* Lucy. 
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Lucy. Do they ? Well then, my Dear Hum, I 

-think there is not any great Matter in the Word, neither. 

Blijl, Why, amongft your fine Gentry, there is fcarce 
any Meaning in any thing they fay. Well, I’ll go to 
your Papa, and tell him we have agreed upon Matters, 
and have the Wedding inftantly. 

Lucy, The fooner the better. 

Blifi. Your Servant, my pretty Dear. [Exit. 

Lucy. Your Servant, my Dear. Nafty, greafy, ugly 
Fellojv; Well, Marriage is a charming thing tho’, I 
long to be marry’d more than ever I did for any thing in 
my Life ; fince I am to govern, I’ll warrant I’ll do it 
purely. By Goles, 1*11 make him know who is at home 

• Let me fee, I’ll praftife a little. Suppofe that 

Chair was my Husband ; and ecod ! by all I can find, a 
Chair is as proper for a Husband as any thing elfe ; now- 
fays my Husband to me, How do you do , my Lear ? 
Lard ! my Dear, 1 don ? t know how I do ! not the better 
for you ; Pray , ray Dear , let us Dine early to-day. In- 
deed, my Dear, I can’t. Do you intend to go a- 

broad to-day ? No, my Dear : Then you will Jlay at 

home: No, my Dear. Shall we ride out? No, my 

pear. Shall we go a Vifiting? No, my Dear. - ■ ■ — 
j will never do any thing I am bid, that I am refolv’d ; 
and then Mr. Thomas , Oh good! I am out of my Wits. 




JIIR 


Digitized by Google 


An OH Man tanght IVtfdom . 1 1 




La ! what j winging Lyes fame People will tell ! 

I thought when another Id wedded , 

I mufi have bid poor Mr. Thomai farewell , 

And none but my Husband have bedded. 

But I find I'm deceiv'd , for as Michaelmas Lay 
Is fill the Fore-runner of Lammas, 

So Wedding another is but (he right way 
To come at my dear Mr. Thomas. 

Enter Coupee. 

Heyday ! what fine Gentleman is this ? 

Coup. Coufin, your moft obedient, and devoted hum- 
ble Servant. , 

Lucy. 1 find this is one of your fine Gentry, by his 
not having any Meaning in his Words. 

Coup. I have not the Honour to be known to you, 
Coufin ; but your Father has been fo kind to give me 
Adn^iflion to your fair Hands. 

Lucy . 
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Lucy . O Gemini Cancer ! What a fine charming Man 
this is ! 

Coup. My Name, Madam, is Coupee , and I have die 
Honour to be a Dancing-Mafter. 

Lucy. And are you come to teach me to Dance ? 

Coup. Yes, my Dear, I am come to teach you a very 
pretty Dance, did you never learn to Dance ? 

Lucy. No, Sir, not I, only Mr. Thomas taught me, 
one, two, three. 

Coup. That is a very great Fault in your Education, 
and it will be a great Happinefs for you to amend it, by 
having a Dancing-Mafter for your Husband. 

Lucy. Yes, Sir, but I am not to have a Dancing- 
Mafter j my Papa fays, I am to have a nafty {linking 
Apothecary. 

Coup. Your Papa fays! What fignifies what your Pa- 
. pa fays ?. 

Lucy. What, muft 1 not mind what my Papa fays ? 

Coup. No, no, you are to follow your own Inclinations. 
I think if fhe has any Eyes, I may venture to trtift ’em. 
[Afide.] Your Father is a very qomicaj queer old Fellow, 
a very odd kind of a filly fellow, and you ought to 
laugh at him. I ask Pardon tho* for my Freedom. . 

Lucy. You need not ask my Pardon, for I am not at 
all angry j for between you and I, I think him as odd, 
queer a Fellow, as you can do for your Life, I hope you 
won’t tell him what I lay, i 

Coup. 1 tell him! I hate him for his barbarous Ufage of 
you ; to lock up a young Lady of Bcaqty, Wit and Spi- 
rit, without ever fufiering her to learn to Dance! Why, 
Madam, not learning to Dance, is abfolute Ruin to a 
young Lady. I fuppofe he took Care enough you Ihou’d 
learn to read. 

Lucy. Yes, I can read very well, and fpell too. 

Coup, 
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Coup. Ay, there it is ; why now, that’s more than I 
can do. All Parents take care to inftrudl their Children 
in low mechanical things, while the genteel Sciences arc 
negledted. Forgive me. Madam, at leaft, if I throw my 
jfelf at your Feet, and vow never to rife till lifted up with 
the elevating Fire of your Smiles. 

Lucy. Lard Sir ! I don’t know what to fay to thefe fine 
things — — he’s a pure Man. [Afidt. 

Coup. Might I hope to obtain the leaft Spark of your 
Love, the leaft Spark, Madam, .wou’d blow up a Flame 
in me, that nothing ever cou’d quench. O hide thole 
lovely Eyes, nor dart their fiery Rays upon me, left I am 
confumed. Shall I hope you will think of me ? 

Lucy. I fhall think of you more than I will let yon 
know. [Afule. 

Coup. Will you not anfwer me ? 

Lucy. La ! you make me blufh fo, J»know not what to 
lay. 

Coup. Ay, that is from not having learnt to Dance, a 
Dancing-Mafter wou’d have cur’d her of that. Let me 
teach you what to fay, that I may hope you will condc- 
feend to make me your Husband. 

Lucy. No, I won’t fay that, but 
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0 prefs me got, Sir , to he Wife 
To a Man whom I never can hate i 
So fweet a fine Gentlemarts Life , 

Short d never he fourtd with that Fate. 

But foon as I marry' d have been, 

, Ungrateful I will not be nam'd \ 

Oh flay hut a Fortnight , and then. 

And then you Jhall ■ — — Ob 9 P m ajham d. 


Coup , A Fortnight! bid me live to the Age of ■ — 

0 f Mr. What’s-his-Name, the oldeft Man that ever 

liv’d-, live a Fortnight after you are marry’d! No, un- 
lefs you refolve to have me, 1 will refolve to put an End 

to myfelf. , 

Lucy. O do not do that, but indeed I never can hate 

you, and the Appthecary fays no Woman marries any 
Man (he does not hate- r 
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Coup. Ha, iia, ha ! Such mean Fellows as thole every 
fine Lady muft hate ; but when they marry fine Gentle- 
men, they love them as long as they live. 

Lucy. O but I woo'd not have you think I love you. 
I affure you, I don’t love you ; I have been told I mult 
not tell any Man I love him. I don’t love you, indeed I 
don’t. 

Coup. But may I not hope you will ? 

Lucy. Lard Sir, I can’t help what you hope j it is equal 
to me what you hope. Mils Jenny ( fays, I muft always 
give myfelf Airs to a Man I like. [Afide. 

Coup. Hope, Madam, at ieaft, you may allow me ; 
the cruelleft of your Sex, the greateft Tyrants deny not 
Hope. 

Lucy. No, I won’t give you the leafl Crumb of Hope. 

' — Hope indeed ! what do you take me for ? I’ll aflure 
you ! No, I wou’d not give you the leaft Bit of Hope, 
tho’ f was to fee you die before my Face. It is a pure 
thing to give ones felf Airs. [Afide. 

Coup. Since nothing but my Death will content you, 
you fhall be fatisfy’d even at that Price. [Pulls cm bis 
Ha! curled Fate! I have no other Inftrument of 
Death about me than i Sword, which won’t draw. But I 
have thought of a Way ; within the Orchard, there is an 
Appletree ; there, there, Madam ! you lhall fee me hang- 
ing by the Neck.; 

There fhall you fee your Dancing-Mafter die, 

As Bateman bang’d for Love — e'en fo will l. 

Lucy. O ftay ! La ! Sir, you’re fo hafty — — 

Muft I tell you the firft time I fee you ? Mifs Jenny 
Flant-it has been courted thefe two Years by half a Dozen 
Men, and no body knows which fhe’ll have yet, and 
muft not I be courted at all ? I will be courted, indeed 
fo I will. 

D Coup. 
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Coup. And fo you fhall, I will court you after we are 
marry’d. 

Lucy . But will you indeed ? 

«■ Coup. Yes indeed; but if I fhou’d not, there are others 
enough that wou’d. 

Lucy. But I did not think marry’d Women had ever 
been courted rho\ 

Coup. That is all owing to your not learning to Dance ? 
why there are abundance of Women who marry for no 
other Reafon, as there are feveral Men who never court 
any but marry’d Women. 

Lucy. Well then, I don’t much care if I do marry you ; 

but hold ! there is one thing but that does not much 

fignify. 

Coup. What is it, my Dear ? 

Lucy. Only I promis’d the Apothecary juft now ; that’s 
all. 

Coup. Well, lhall I fly then, and put ev’ry thing in 
Readinefs ? 

Lucy. Ay, do. I’m ready. 

Coup. One Kifs before I go, my deareft Angel, and 
now one, two, three and away. [Exit. 

Lucy. Oh dear, fweet Man ! He’s as handfome as an 
Angel, and as fine as a Lord. He is handfomer than \ 
Mr. Thomas , and icod ! almoft as well dreft. I fee now 
why my Father wou’d never let me learn to Dance. For, 
by Goles ! if all Dancing-Mafters be fuch fine Men as this, 

I wonder every Woman does not dance away with one. 

O la, now I think on’t, he pull’d out his Fidling Thing, 

and I did not ask him to play a Tune upon’t but 

when we are marry’d, I’ll make him play upon’t ; i’cod, 

he fhall teach me to dance too he Jfhall play, and I’ll 

dance ; that will be pure. O la ! what’s here ? another 

T> I ^ 
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Enter Quaver. 

Quav. Madam, your Servant. I fuppofe my Ccufin 
Goodwill has told you of the Happinefs he defigns me. 

Lucy. No, Sir, my Papa has not told me any thing a- 
bout you. Who are you, pray ? 

Shim. I have the Honour of being a "diflant Relation 
of yours, and I hope to be a nearer one. My Name is 
Quaver, Madam ; I have the Honour to teach fome of 
the firft Quality to fing. t : 

Lucy. And are you come to teach me to fing ? 

Quav. I like her Defire to learn to fing, it is a Proof 
of an excellent Underftanding. [Jfide.] Yes, Madam, I 
will be proud to teach you any thing in 'my Power; and 
do believe I fhall not yield to any one in the Science of 
Singing. 

Lucy. Well, and I fhall be glad to learn ; for I have 
been told 1 have a tolerable Voice, only I don’t know the 
Notes. 

Quav. That, Madam, may be acquired, a Voice can 
not. A Voice mull be the Gift of Nature, and it is the 
greatell Gift Nature can bellow. All other Perfections, 
without a Voice, are nothing at all. Mufick is allow’d 
by all wife Men to be the noblell of the Sciences ; who- 
ever knows Mufick, knows ev’ry thing. 

Lucy. Come then, begin to teach me, for I long to 
learn. 

Quav. Hereafter I lhall have time enough. But at pre- 
fent I have fomething of a different Nature to fay to you. 

Lucy. What have you to fay ? 
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Digitized by Coogle 


1 8 An Old Man taught JVtfdom 


A I R VIII. D I MI CARO . 




mmmm 

■3731 




Dearefi Charmer ! 

Will you then hid me tell 
What you difcern fo well. 

By my expiring Sighs , 

My dealing Eyes, 

My doating Eyes ? 

Look thro' lb’ inftruftive Grove, 

Each Object prompts to Love ; 

See how the Turtles play. 

Each Object prompts to Love ; 

All Nature tells you what Pd fay. 

Lucy. Oh charming! delightful! 

Quav. May 1 hope you’ll grant 

Lucy. Another Song, and I’ll do any thing 
Quav. Dearefi Creature, 

Pride of Nature! 

All your Glances 
Give me Trances. 

Dearefi, &c. 
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Lucy. Oh, I melt, I faint, I fwoon, I die! • 

Quay. May I hope you’ll be mine ? 

Lucy. Will you charm me fo every Day ? 

Quav. And ev’ry Night too, my Angel. 

Enter Coupee. 

Coup. Heyday! what do I fee? my Miftrefs in ano- 
ther Man’s Arms ? Sir, will you do me the Favour to 
tell me what Bufmefs you have with that Lady ? 

Quav. Pray, Sir, be fo good as to tell me what Bu- 
finefs you have to ask. 

Coup. Sir! 

Quay. Sir! 

Coup. Sir, this Lady is my Miftrefs. 

Quay. I beg to be excus’d for that, Sir.- 
Coup. Sir ! • 

Quay. Sir! 



Coup. Excufe me. Sir ; Zounds , what d'ye mean ? 

I hope you don't give me the Lye. 

Quav. Sir, you miftake me quite and clean •, 

Indeed, good Sir, not /. 


Coup. 
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Coup. Zounds , Sir , if you had , Pd been mad. 

But Pm very glad that you don't. 

Quav. Do you challenge me , Sir ? 

Coup. Not I, indeed. Sir, 

Quav. Indeed, Sir, I'm very glad on't. 

Lucy. Pray, Gentlemen, what’s the Matter ? I befeech 
you fpeak to me, one of you. 

Coup. Have I not Reafon ? Did I not find you in his 
Arms ? 

ghtav. And have I not Reafon ? Did he not fay you 
was his Miftrefs, to my Face ? 
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Lucy. Did Mortal e'er fee two fuch Fools ? 

For nothing they're going to fight j 
I begin to find Men are but Fools, 
And both with a Wbtfper I'll bite. 
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With you I am ready to go. Sir , 

I'll give t'other Fool a Rebuff ; [To Coupee. 

• Stay you but a Fortnight, or fo. Sir, 

I warrant I'll grant you enough. [To Quaver. 

Quav. Damnation! 

Coup. Hell and Confufion ! [They draw, Lucy rum out. 

Enter Blifter. 

Blijl. For Heaven’s fake. Gentlemen ! what’s the Mat- 
ter ? I profefs I am afraid you are both diforder’d. Pray, 
Sir, give me leave to feel your Pulfe ; I wi(h you are 
not light-headed. 

Coup. What is it to you, Sir, what I am ? 

Quav. How dare you interfere between Gentlemen, 
Sirrah ? 

Coup. I have a great mind to break my Sword about 
your Head, you Dog ! 

Quav. I have a great mind to run you thro’ the Body, 
you Rafcal ! 

Coup. Do you know who we are? 

iguav. Ay, ay, do you know whom you have to do 
with? 

Blijl. Dear Gentlemen, pray Gentlemen. 1 wifli I 

had nothing to do with you ; I meant no Harm. 

Coup. So much the worfe, Sirrah •, fo much the worlc. 

0$uav. Do you know what it is to anger Gentlemen ? 

Enter Goodwill. 

Good. Heyday ! What, are you fencing here, Gentle- 
men ? 

Blijl. Fencing^ Quotha ? they have almoft fenced me 
out of my Senfes, I am fure. 

Coup. [ fhall take another Time. 

Quav. 
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Qttav. And fo fliall I. 

Good. I hope there is no Anger between yon. You are 

nearer Relations than you imagine to each other. • — 

Mr. Quaver, you was lent out of England young ; and 
you, Mr. Coupee , have liv’d all your Life-time in London ; 
but I allure you, you arc Coufin-Germans * let me intro- 
duce you to each other. 

Coup. Dear Coufin Quaver. 

Quav. Dear Coufin Coupee. 

Blift. It’s but a Blow, and a Kifs with thefe Sparks, I 
find. 

Coup. I thought then: was foraething about him I cou’d 
not hurt. 

Good. Here is another Relation too, whom you do not 
know. This is Mr. Bltfter , Son to your Uncle Blifter the 
Apothecary. 

Coup. I hope you will excufe our Ignorance. 

Blift. Yes, Coufin, with all my Heart, fince there is 
no Harm come on’ti but if you will take my Advice, 
you lhall both immediately lofe fome Blood, and I will 
order each of you a gentle Purge. 

Enter Wormwood. 

Worm. Your Servant, Coufin Goodwill ! How do you 
do, Matter Coupee? How do you do. Matter Blift er? 
The Roads are very dirty, but I obey your Summons, you 
lee. 

Good. Mr. Quaver , this is your Coufin Wormwood , the 
Attorney. 

Worm. I am very glad to fee you. Sir. I fuppofe by fo 
many of our Relations being aflembled, this is a Family 
Law-fuit I am come upon. I lhall be glad to have my 
Inftruftions as foon as pofiible, for I mutt carry away 
fome of your Neighbours Goods with Executions, by 
and by. 

Good. 
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Good. I fcnt for you on the Account of no Law-Suit 
this time. In fhort, I have refolv’d to difpofe of my 
Daughter to one of my Relations, if you like her, Coufin 
Wormwood, with ioooo /, and you fhou’d happen to be 
her Choice 

Blijt. That’s impoffible, for fhe has promis’d me al- 
ready. 

Coup. And me. 

Quav. And me. 

Worm. How ! has fhe promis’d three of you ? Why 
then, the Two that mifs her, will have very good A&ions 
againft him that has her. 

Good. Her own Choice muft determine ; and if that 
fell on you, Mr. Blijler, I muft infift on your leaving off 
your Trade, and living here with me. 

Blijl. No, Sir, I cannot confcnt to leave off my Trade. 

Good. Pray, Gentlemen, is not the Requeft reafonable? 

All. Oh, certainly, certainly. 

Coup. Ten thoufand Pounds to an Apothecary, in- 
deed! 

Quav. Not leave off his Trade ? 

Coup. If 1 had been an Apothecary, I believe I fhou’d 
not have made many Words. 

Good. I dare fwear you will not, Coufin, if fhe fhou’d 
make Choice of you. # 

Coup. There is fome Difference tho’ between us ; mine 
is a genteel Profeflion, and I fhall not leave it off on any 
Account. 

Good. I’ll be judg’d by Mr. Quaver here, who has 
been abroad and feen the World. 

Quav. Very reafonable, very reafonable This 

Man, I fee, has excellent Senfe, and can diftinguifh be- 
tween Arts and Sciences. 

Good. I am confident it wou’d not be eafy to prevail on 
you to continue the ridiculous Art of Teaching People to 
Sing. E Quav. 
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Quav. Ridiculous Art of Teaching to Sing ! Do you 
call Mufick an Art, which is the nobleft of all Sciences ? 
I thought you a Man of Senfe, but ! find — 

Coup. And I find too. 

BUJl. And fo do I. 

Worm. Well, it is furprifing that Men fhou’d be fuch 
Fools, that they Ihou’d hefitate at leaving off their Pro- 
feflions for ioooo /. 

Good. Coufin Wormwood , you will leave off your Prac- 
tice, I am fure. 

Worm. Indeed, Sir, but I will not. I hope you don’t 
put me upon a Footing with Fidlers and Dancing-Maftcrs. 
No Man need be alham’d of marrying his Daughter to a 
Practitioner of the Law. What wou’d you do without 
Lawyers ? Who’d know his own Property ? 

Blijt. Or without Phyficians, who’d know when he was 
well? 

Coup. If it was not for Dancing-Mafters, Men might 
as well walk upon their Heads, as their Heels. 

Quav. And if it was not for Singing-Mafters, they 
might as well have been all born dumb. 

Good. Ha ! Confufion ! What do I fee 1 my Daughter 
in the Hands of that Fellow! 

Enter Lucy and Mr. Thomas. 

Lucy. Pray, Papa, give me your Blefling. I hope you 
won’t be angry with me, but I am marry’d to Mr. Thomas. 

Good. Oh Lucy, Lucy ! Is this the Return you make to 
my Fatherly Fondnels ? 

Lucy. Dear Papa, forgive me, I won’t do lb any 
more. ■ — — Indeed I fhould have been perjured, if I 

had not had him. And I had not had him neither, 

but that he met me when I was frighten’d, and did not 
know what I did. 

Good. 
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Good. To marry a Footman ? 

Tbo. Why look ye, Sir, I am a Footman, *tis true, 
but I have good Acquaintance in Life. I have kept ve- 
ry good Company at the Hazard-Table ; and when I 
have other Cloaths on, and Money in my Pocket, they 
will be very glad to fee me again. 

Worm. Hark ye, Mr, Goodwill , your Daughter is an 
Heirefs. I'll put you in a way to profecute this Fellow. 

Blijl. Did not you promile me. Madam ? 

Coup. Ay, did you not promife me. Madam ? 

Quav. And me' too ? 

Lucy. You have none of you any Reafon to complain ; 
if I did promife you all, I promis’d him firft. 

Worm. Look ye, Gentlemen, if any of you will em- 
ploy me. I’ll undertake we lhall recover part of her For- 
tune. 

Quav. If you had given your Daughter a good Edu* 
cation, and let her learnt Mufick, it wou’d have put foftcr 
things into her Head. 

Blijl. This comes of your Contempt of Phyfick. If 
Ihe had been kept in a Diet, with a little gentle Bleeding, 

. and Purging, and Vomiting, and Bliftering, this had ne- 
ver happen’d. 

Worm. You fhou’d have fent her to Town a Term or 
two, and taken Lodgings for her near the Temple , that 
fhc might have convcrfed with the young Gentlemen of 
the Law, and fecn the World. 
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Lucy. Ob dear Papa ! don’t look fo grum j 
Forgive me, and be good: 

For tbo' he’s not fo great as fome , 

He fill is Flejh and Blood. 

' What tbo ’ he's not fo fine as Beaus , 

In Gold and Silver gay ; 

Yet be, perhaps, without their Clcaths , 

May have more Charms than they. 

Ybo. Your Daughter has marry’d a Man of fome Learn- 
ing, and one who has feen a little of the World, and who 
by his Love to her, and Obedience to you, will try to 
deferve your Favours. As for my having worn a Livery, 
let not that grieve you ; as I have liv’d in a great Fami- 
ly, I have feen that no one is refpefted for what he is, 
but for what he has *, the World pays no Regard at pre- 
fent to any thing but Money, and if my own Induftry 
lhou’d add to your Fortune, fo as to entitle any of my 

Poflerity 
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Pofterity to Grandeur, it will be no Reafon againft ma- 
king my Son, or Grandfon, a Lord, that his Father, or 
Grandfather, was a Footman. 

Good. Ha! thou talk’ft like a pretty fenfible Fellow, 
and I don’t know whether my Daughter has not made a 
better Choice, than Ihe cou’d have done among her Booby 
Relations. I lhall fufpend my Judgment at prefent, and 
pafs it hereafter, according to your Behaviour. 

ftbo. I will try to deferve it fhou’d be in my Favour. 

Worm. I hope, Coufin, you don’t expeft I fhou’dlofe 
my Time. I expeft Six and Eight Pence for my Jour- 
ney. 

Good. Thy Profeffion, I fee, has made a Knave of 
whom Nature meant a Fool. Well, lam now convinc’d, 
’tis left difficult to raifc a Fortune, than to find one wor- 
thy to inherit it. 
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Blister. 

Had your Daughter been phyfuk’d well , Sir, as Jhe ought , 
With Bleeding , and BliJPring , JW/, W Draught , 

This Footman had never been once in her Thought, 

With his Down, down, &c. 

Coupee. 

Had pretty Mifs been at a Dancing-School bred , 

Had her Feet but been taught the right Manner to tread. 
Cad’s Curfe! 'twould have put better things in her Head, 
Than bis Down, down, &c. 

Qjj a v. E R. 

Had Jhe learnt, like fine Ladies, injlead of her Prayers , 

To languijh and die at 1 talian foft Airs , 

A Footman had never thus tickled her Ears, 
y With his Down, down, &c. Lucy. 
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Lucy. 



You may Phyfick , and Mufick , and Dancing enhance , 
In One 1 have got them all Three by good Chance , 

My Dofier he'll be , and he'll teach me to Dance , 

With his Down, down, (3c. 


And though foft Italians the Ladies controul , 

He f wears be can charm a fine Lady , by Gole ! 
More than an Italian can do for his Soul , 

With a Down, down, 13 c. 

My Fate then , Spectators, hangs on your Decree , 

I have brought kind Papa here, at lafi , to agree , 
If you'll pardon the Poet, he will pardon me. 
With my Down, down, (3c. 


Let not a poor Farce then nice Criticks purfue. 

But like honefl-bearted good-natur'd Men do. 

And clap to pleafe us, who have fweat topleafe you. 
With our Down, down, (3c. 


Chorus. 

Let not a poor Farce then, &c. 


FINIS. 
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